SONGS AND LYRICS

It lasteth not that stands by change;
Fancy doth change, Fortune is frail;
Both these to please the way is strange*
Therefore methinks best to prevail,
There is no way that is so just,
As troth to lead though tother
And thereto trust.

LXXH

HEART oppressed with desperate thought

Is forced ever to lament:

Which now in me so far hath wrought

That needs to it I must consent.

Wherefore all joy I do refuse,

And cruel will thereof accuse.

If cruel will had not been guide,
Despair in me had [found] no place;
For my true meaning she well espied,
Yet for all that would give no grace,
Wherefore all joy I do refuse,
And cruel will thereof accuse.

She might well see and yet would
And may daily, if that she will,
How painful is my hapless lot,
Joined with despair me for to spilL
Wherefore all joy I do refuse,
And cruel will thereof accuse.

Lxxm

FULL well it may be seen
To such as understand,
How some there be that ween
They have their wealth at hand:
Through love's abused band
But little do they see
The abuse wherein they be,